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"Guruji, no one would come at one o'clock in the
morning!"
"Stay in bed, you have been working very hard. But
I am going to cook."
At Sri Yukteswar's resolute tone, I jumped up and
followed him to the small daily used kitchen adjacent to
the second-floor inner balcony. Rice and dhd were soon
boiling.
My guru smiled affectionately. "Tonight you have
conquered fatigue and fear of hard work; you shall never
be bothered by them in the future."
As he uttered these words of lifelong blessing, footsteps
sounded in the courtyard. I ran downstairs and admitted
a group of students.
"Dear brother," one man said, "how reluctant we are
to disturb Master at this hour! We made a mistake
about train schedules, but felt we could not return home
without a glimpse of our guru."
"He has been expecting you and is even now preparing
your food."
Sri Yukteswar's welcoming voice rang out; I led the
astonished visitors to the kitchen. Master turned to me
with twinkling eyes.
"Now that you have finished comparing notes, no dopbt
you are satisfied that our guests really did miss their
train!"
I followed him to his bedroom a half hour later, anti-
cipating happily the honour of sleeping besides a godlike
guru.